P L {Derick Takes The Bait 


_____. Officer Jules McFee was a specialist police officer. She worked for state police on the 
J7 A Sexual Violence Squad as bait in police cases involving sexual assailants who where 

J ‘= particularly difficult for to catch. She was specially trained in extremely close quarters, 
= self-defense and the usage of surveillance involving carrying microphones, hidden 

— body cameras and G.P.S. tracking devices. When local, town and city polices forces 
‘haven an extremely difficult case of repeat murders, sexual assaults and kidnapping 
she is called in to work, undercover, in the area where the difficulties were happening 
to act as bait to, hopefully, draw the criminal out into the open so that the police would 
catch him, or her, in the act. 


A hunt for a killer... 
Her latest case involved a particularly challenging series of 
disappearances involving several women being kidnapped in the city of 
Jarvis, Alabama. This case had the local police stumped as, although 
D.N.A. evidence was found in abundance, there was no matching 
record of a criminal on record with a matching M.O. There was plenty 
of clues, such as signs of resistance and clothing and jewelry left at the 
scene of the crime, there had been absolutely no no witnesses nor 
evidence that could lead the investigators to be able to track down the 
culprit. Also no ransoms had been received and No bodies had been 
found. Nobody seemed to hear or see anything out of the ordinary and 
connections could be drawn between the victims except that they were 
all young women, mostly in their mid twenties. With fourteen victims, 
currently missing and no sign that the perpetrator was through with his 
rampage, the Jarvis Police chief was desperate enough to call in help 
from the state law enforcement agency. 


The hunter becomes the hunted... 


Jules, and her team were the response to chief Faulger's request for assistance. weil 
Her team involved five surveillance officers, scattered throughout the park, in ||| | | | i Hy | 
civilian disguise of course, and an officer, monitoring her sound and tracking | Uy LL 


equipment. If anything serious happened, she was to immediately call for backup and 
pass on any pertinent information that she possessed, in case the pert made a run for it. 
Upon arrival, the team set up and Jules began her patrol. Almost immediately thing 
began to go wrong from the start. Derick, might have left Jules alone if not for the fact At 
that she was a most desirable prey. Also, he realized that she was an undercover cop, Q 
right off, so he set about to locate, and deal with her backup team first. As he spotted 
them, he used his extensive mental powers to make each officer grow sleepy, and one- 
by-one they all left there stations to go get lunch. Once this threat was dealt with, he 
turned to his latest target, Jules. Derick moved stealthily, so as to get in a close 
proximity, in order to take her from behind. 


At first, Jules did not suspect that anything was wrong but at her first checkpoint she did 
not hear from her surveillance team. They were supposed to contact her via her earbud, 
radio receiver to let her know what was happening at various points in the park. Wondering 
“ what was keeping them, she initiated a transmission to a request for a surveillance check to 
\make sure that her equipment was not faulty. When no response followed, she began to 
suspect that something was out of sorts. 


Looking around, nervously, she could not see any immediate threat, but she could not help getting the 
sense that she was being followed. It was just an uncomfortable feeling that she just couldn't put to rest. 
As she proceeded a hundred yards farther along her prescribed path she caught sight of a very fat man 
approaching her from her rear. Jules was not panicking, just yet. This man seemed so out of shape that 
she doubted that he could be of any threat to her and, after all, she was armed and trained in self- 
defense. Surely she could handle this guy, if she had too and besides just because he was behind her, on 
the path, was no proof that he was the perp they where after. He could simply be an innocent citizen out 
for a stroll in the park. Just to make sure, she stepped off the path, into a bush, to wait for him to pass 
her by. After a minute of waiting, beside the path, she noted that he did not walk bye. Stepping back out 
from behind the bush she looked back but now he was nowhere in sight. “Were did he go??? Did he 
turn around. She was certain that she would have seen him pass by, along the path. Was he in the brush, 
as well? If so she would surely hear him rustling in the bushes if he got close!” Once again she sent a 
message to her surveillance team, letting them know that she needed this character checked out. Again, 
the came no response. “What the HELL???!” These guys were professionals. They were supposed to be 
reliable. Where were they?” 


The plan leaves the rails... 

Deciding that she would have to make her way to the to the first check point and 
talk to here team member, personally. Turning back in the direction that she had 
been headed she found herself starring the fat man right in the face. “Huh??? How 
did he get in front of her???” She never heard him pass her. What was this man, a 
ghost???” 


“Pardon me!”, he said, “Did I frighten you? I am so sorry. I thought you had left the 
path to take a shortcut or something. I never meant to scare you. Are you alright?” 


“How did you get past me???”, gasped Jules, “I never heard your footsteps!” 


“Oh... well, I guess I'm pretty light on my feet.”, Replied Derick. “I suppose that 
you figured I'd make a lot of noise, considering my weight, but I've always been a 


lot more quieter then folks give me credit for being. Just a strange thing about me, I guess. Anyway, 
since I have caught up with you, why don't we continue down this path together. I hate to mention this 
but several young women have disappeared in this park. It might be a little safer if you had a walking 
companion while you pass through this place.” 


Jules was somewhat jittery and she couldn't think of an excuse to lose this gentleman so she simply 
nodded her head and the two of them continued on down the path, together. At least she could keep a 
close eye on this man and when she got to the checkpoint she could feign a conversation with the 
surveillance officer waiting there. 


Mind over matter... 

Now Derick began his insidious work. He smiled and commented on how sunny and 
warm the weather was. He was utilizing his mental skills to cloud her judgment, just 
as he had done with the surveillance team. “Actually it is rather hot! I can't imagine 
how you can be comfortable wearing a long sleeved blouse out here, today.” Jules 
suddenly noticed that she was sweating profusely and began to loosen her collar. 
Derick, suggested that it would be better to simply shed the blouse and be free of it. 
Jules was bewildered at such a suggestion but, he reassured her that it was a quiet 
day, and nobody would see her in her brae so there was no real reason to be shy about 
it. Jules, proceeded to remove her top and held it awkwardly in her left hand. “I'd 
drop that, if I where you. There's no point is carrying that around. You don't need it. In 
fact, I'd lose the purse and those other things. All that extra weight will just tucker you 
out. Jules carelessly let her purse and blouse fall to the ground. He was right. She did 
feel a whole lot lighter, now. “I think you've got something stuck in your ear. Here, let me fix that.” 
Derick plucked the earbud radio from her left ear and flicked it into the dirt, along the side of the path. 
“I wouldn't worry about those things. You can come back later for them. It's not like they're all that 
important, anyway.” Jules stared at the pile of stuff 

lying at her feet. Something seemed wrong about 
leaving them there, like this, but it was obvious that i 
they where becoming a burden so it was for the best. 7 


As they made there way up to the bench that was supposed to be her first surveillance, checkpoint, 
Jules paused a little confusion, “Wasn't she supposed to meet someone here?” She tried to remember 
what she was supposed to do here. 


Bad things happen, when you lose your focus... 

Derick piped up, “You look tired. Why don't you sit down for a moment and rest your feet.” Jules did 
feel rather exhausted and sat down heavily on the bench. And Her companion sat down beside her. 
“You know, I think that it's getting warmer, every minute. You'd better 
remover that brae of yours. Your tits are getting very sweaty and, 
while you're at it, I think you better strip out of your skirt and panties, 
as well. It's much too warm to be wandering about all dressed up like 
its Winter. Maybe you should remove your socks and shoes, as well. 
No wonder you're so tired, carrying all that weight around. You can 
come back here later, after it cools down, to collect these things.” 
Jules blushed shyly, at the thought of being naked, in public, but it 
was obvious that her companion was quite correct. There would be no 


point in getting sunstroke over these little things. Standing up, she began to undress completely. Once 
fully undressed, her close neatly folded and left upon the bench she & Derick turned their backs on the 
bench and continued on their way. Jules knew that she would return when the temperature had cooled 
down, to collect her stuff. 


A few hundred yards farther down the path Derick 
stopped and turned towards Jules and said, ”The other 
day, I saw something very suspicious just off the path 
here, by that tree. Maybe you ought to go check it out. It 
might be important.” Jules was immediately reminded of 
her mission to find the kidnapper and wandered off the 
path, into the deep brush, followed behind by Derick. 
Lying in the grass, at the foot of the tree, was a pile of 
carelessly discarded clothing. As she bent over to inspect her find Derick withdrew a short steel rod and 
brushed the hair away from the back of her neck and 
pressed the tip of the bar against the base of her skull and 
pressed a button. The device emitted a soft crackling sound 
and Jules threw back her head, in response, let out deep, 
guttural grunt. She immediately pissed herself as her knees 
buckled. She fell face down on the grass, jerking in spasms 
as she lay there. Derick pulled some plastic ties from his 
pockets and knelt down to secure her ankles. Then he tied 

z Cue her wrists behind her back. This would ensure that, when 

— she recovered from the electric jolt that he had delivered 

to her brain, she would be in no state to resist or make any 
attempt to escape. Then, pinching her nostrils closed to 
cause her to open her mouth to breath, he spread her jaws 
apart and forcibly shoved a pool ball into her maw. This 
way, when she regained consciousness, she would be 


unable to call for help or make any noise. 


A pleasant ride home. 


Then, having stunned and bound Jules, Derick scooped her up and slung her over 
his shoulder and carried her out of the park. Nobody, within a 100 yard radius, 
noticed a man carrying a naked, young woman out of the park as he dulled the 
awareness of anybody within that range so that they could not see them. He stepped 
up to the back end of a tan colored, panel van and flung open the doors onto the 
corrugated floor and slammed the doors shut. Jules never woke up, but lay face 
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down on the cold steel floor, while 
Derick climbed into the front seat, 
started the engine and drove home. He 
arrived at the house and pulled into 
the garage and closed 
the garage door behind 
him. The dwelling had 
been gifted to him by a young couple whom no longer required it. 
The husband had left town, rather suddenly, to seek his fortunes 
elsewhere while the wife generously donated the house to him 


including her two children, which he ate, of course. She sacrificed her kids because 
he had told her that he'd spare her a similar fate if she did. In the end, however, it 
turned out that he had lied and ended up eating her as well. And so this house had 
become his base of operations within this town. 


He had a walk-in cooler, installed in the basement with some sound proof insulation 
added for good measure. The installers did not ask any question and nobody else 
knew it was even there. Now he scooped up Jules, in his — 

arms, and carried her through the door from the garage 
into the house and down the stairs to the walk-in cooler. 
Hanging from the ceiling were large hooks with rope 
loops attached. Already dangling from two of these ropes was a pretty, 
young, black woman in her twenties and a seventeen year-old Caucasian 
girl whom he had collected from the local high school exercise grounds. 
The black girl was the most recent acquisition, prior to Jules of course, 
whom he snatched from the employee parking lot of the 
town bank. He had grabbed her just the day before 
yesterday and due to the bounty of succulent young 
morsels, that had offered themselves up to him, he had simply not gotten around to 
eating these two. Both, hung, by their wrists, their feet hanging just a few inches off 
the floor. Now he proceeded to hoist Jules, upside-down between the other two 
women, and loop the noose of a third hook around one of her ankles. Seeing that the 
plastic tie around her feet was no longer required he snipped it off and let her left 
leg simple dangle at her side. Like the others, her bound wrists were a couple of 
inches off the floor so she couldn't reach it in order try an manipulate some kind of 
escape when she regained consciousness. The ceiling hooks were attached to a 
heavy daty rail, bolted to the reinforced ceiling, and he slid the hooks closer together so that the girls 
took up less cooler space so that he could walk around them, easily, if he needed to. ” 
Then he turned and walked out of the cooler to change into a more comfortable, 
wandering around the house, outfit. In other words strip out his duds entirely. Derick 
was an extremely large (fat, that is) man and he simply preferred to avoid any source } 
of restrictive clothing encompassing his waist and arse. 


Too much, simply, hanging around. 

Jules regained consciousness shortly after Derick left. She found 
herself in a rather strange and uncomfortable predicament. She 
completely naked, hanging upside down in a rather cold room 
with a brisk breeze blowing across her ass cheeks. Her hands 
where bound and she was suspended off the floor by one ankle 
with the other leg hanging freely from her hip. This was quite 
painful as it was quite an unnatural posture for the human body to maintain. Almost 
as unpleasant was the fact that someone had forced a pool ball sized obstruction into 
her mouth. Her jaws where aching and she couldn't hardly make a sound except 
muffled noises. The way her jaws where hurting, she felt like it must have been there 
for quite some time. As a result of this she was forced to breath through her nostrils. 
Her view of the room, that she was in, was completely obstructed by two soft, dark 
brown cushions pressed up against her face. She was extremely dazed and her mind 
was cloudy and unfocused. She could not, for a moment, recall the circumstances 


that had brought her here. As her eyes drew into focus she began to make out the details of a tiny 
puckered hole and what appeared to be a woman's cunt lips covered in a thick mat of black pubic hair. 
That's when she realized that her face was pressed into the crack of another woman's ass. “What the 
HELL!?!” Frantically she tried to turn her face away from is humiliating resting place, hanging by her 
feet, however, no matter how hard she tried the results of her efforts 

r always returned her back to the other woman's ass 
crack. It was obvious that this woman was black and 
she, herself, did not seem to be moving about. That's 
when she noticed that a fine coating of frost had 
formed on the other woman's pubis and bum cheeks. 
Being and police officer, with experience in working 
on homicide cases, she realized that a living woman's 
skin would be too warm to allow frost to form upon 
it's surface and thus this woman must be dead. 


Thrashing about, wildly, she managed to get her body 
to gradually spin on the rope that she was suspended 
by. Now her face was finally clear from the dead 
woman's ass and she got her first look at the room that 
she was imprisoned in. It was rather small and had no 
furniture or windows. She noted the corrugated tin 
wall panels and two huge banks of fans pushing out a 
——— steady stream of cold air. “My GOD! This is some 
kind of huge freezer!” Jules realized. The shock and 
horror of this revelation so unhinged her, emotionally, that she nearly 
swallowed the pool ball that was lodged in her mouth. Of course it was way to large to be swallowed 
but she briefly started choking on it. As her body continued to spin, slowly from her rope she came 
face-to-face with crotch of another woman who had been hanging by her wrists, behind her. She found 
herself staring into another girl's pubis. This one had, only, a scant covering of peach-fuzz like pubic 
hair and by the glance upward at this woman's torso she was able to make out that this one was quite 
young, perhaps a teenager of sixteen or seventeen years of age. As she spun ton completely face this 
woman's crotch she noticed the fact that a trace of frost was also forming on the lips of her cunt. 
Judging by the less bountiful covering of the ice crystals, she guessed that this woman had been dead 
for a shorter period of time than the black woman had been. “What is hell was going on here??? How 


Jules, desperately tried to remember what she could about the events that preceded her waking up here. 
Gradually her memories began to return. There was a strange man in a park. A strange sensation of 
fuzzy, unclear thoughts. WAIT! There was an assignment! Something to do with... disappearing young 
women in some small town. Her team was supposed to draw the kidnapper, or killer out into the open 
to catch him. But then things started to go wrong... What happened next.... If only she could 
remember... Suddenly she heard a door open and footsteps. 


Oh Shit!!! This is bad! 

“Help! HELP!”, she tried to cry out. “Dammit! If only she didn't have this goddamned pool-ball 
shoved into her mouth she could make herself be heard.” Then she abruptly remembered her situation. 
She was in a freezer with two dead women. They were all hanging, like sides of meat, suspended from 
the ceiling. Odds where, whom ever this person, that just entered the room was, was likely to be the 


same person who had hung her here. He had killed the other two women. It was likely that he had come 
to kill her to. Certainly it wasn't likely that he had returned to rescue her. Maybe, if she didn't make any 
noise, he MIGHT think that she was already dead and would leave her be. 
That would give her some time for her team to find and rescue her. 
Something about this thought was unsettling though. If her surveillance team 
= had been on the ball then how had she gotten this far into this mess in the first 
= place??? Something, in the park, had been all wrong. Something about the 
~ = surveillance team. Where had they been??? Suddenly Jules realized 
Z something else. “I'M STARK NAKED!!!” This had been obvious to her all 
along but now she realized that this was more than just a matter of 
humiliation. “Where was her tracker!!!” It had been in her purse. “Where was 
her purse!!!” Somehow, though she couldn't quite recall the event clearly, she 
- thought she remembered dropping her purse in the park. “SHIT!!!” Without 
ps that how could her team track her down to this place??? “Oh my GOD!!! 
They aren't coming! They don't know where I am!” I'm on my own!” Normally, Jules would have been 
fairly confident in her ability to subdue a perp, due to her advance training in close quarters combat, but 
suspended from the ceiling by one leg and with her wrists bound she realized that she was pretty much 
FUCKED! “Just bide for time. I've gotta think! I can get out of this! There must be a way. I'm not 
gonna end up dead like these two. For GOD's SAKE! Don't KILL ME!!!” 


Just when you think that things couldn't get worse... 
Unfortunately, for Jules, time was not on her side. Derick 
knew damned well that she was still alive. She had been 
alive when he hung her in the cooler and that had only been 
ten minutes ago. The others had passed away from the 
effects of exposure and that took time. Jules simply hadn't 
been here long enough to die like that, not that this 
mattered. He didn't plan to kill her like that. He had 
something far worse planed for her, a fate so horrible that 
Jules would soon wish that he HAD killed her. The other 
girls, in the cooler, had been exceptions to the rule. He 
simply had such an abundance of meat, in his larder, that he 
couldn't get around to eating THEM all before a few of them froze to death. Still they wouldn't go to 
waste. He had several, very good, cooking recipes for human 
meat, though he'd have much rather eaten them alive. There are 
certain benefits to be gained from eating live food that can't be 
gotten from eating cooked meat. The dead meat was stored in a 
meat cooler, They'd keep, for some time yet, but the live meat 
had to be eaten right away. 


Suddenly, Derick pushed the teenage girl's carcass away from 
Jules and stepped directly into the path of the young police 
woman. She found her head hanging beneath the huge, soft, 
potbelly of the gargantuan man. She was now staring at his thick, 
hard dink, erect and bobbing between his thighs. A massive bag 
of nuts swayed with each movement of Derick's prick. As Derick 
ran his hands over Jules fleshy bosom and slightly concave 
shaped belly, his raging erection nearly jabbed in the face. Only 


by clenching her eyelids tightly shut did she manage to just 
avoid getting her left eyeball poked out of it's socket by the 
overly stimulated penis. It was true that Derick ate his victims 
but he also enjoyed having sex with them and what I am 
talking about is extremely brutal and merciless sex. He was 
planing enjoying on a 

deep exploration of 

her bowels. 

Unfortunately... Jules 

wasn't going to enjoy = 

this jolting romp up 
her ass nearly as AN 
much as he was. This did not matter to Derick, however, as she | E 
was only going finish the evening as meat in his gut. Truth be E R 
told, the more brutal the anal sex he subjected her to the better l i 
as he preferred to swallow his victims whole and the more painful the rape the better. If she resisted she 
would play herself out before he swallowed her and that would result in her struggling less, during the 
meal. This would mean that she would not kick or squirm as much as he gulped her down his gullet. 
What she did once she was entrapped in his stomach would hardly matter as the walls of his digestive 
track were exceptionally strong and could easily restrain her efforts to escape. Thus he would literally 
attempt to make her resist as much as possible as he raped her in order to tire her out. Added to that was 
the sexual pleasure he got while causing her to struggle. Derick got a massive sexual jolt when ever he 
thought of the shear terror and humiliation his victims experienced as he ate and digested his prey. 
They were forced to surrender every fiber of their beings just to supply him with nourishment and 
sexual pleasure. That, to him, was the ultimate sexual high and he always strove to prolong her 
suffering as long as possible. However unpleasant Jules might imagine death could be, this was going 
to far worse than her worst nightmare. 


-Grasping Jules, by the leg that she was suspended by, Derick hoisted her up and 
\  slacked the tension off the loop wrapped around her ankle and removed the 

rope from her aching limb. The naked police officer dangle, upside-down, from 
his right hand like a rag doll. Derick 
was so strong that it took no effort to 
hold her above the floor because his 
diet, rich in protein had made him 
exceptionally strong. Jules was so 
shocked at this display of 
barbarianism and raw power that she 
F&| let out a scream, which utterly 

a defeated her effort to appear dead. 
™ She made a vain effort to kick and 
squirm her way out of his grasp but he held her in his fist, 
with a vice-like grip. Then, before she could fully grasp her 
plight he flung her over his shoulder like a side of beef. 
Landing against the hard, flat surface of his back knocked all 
of the wind out of her and with an audible “Oooofff...” Jules went silent again. 


Preparation of the main dish of the meal. 


Leaving the freezer, Derick strode out to the main room of the 
basement. In the center of this room was a massive oak table. 
He flung Jules off his shoulder across the table the way you \y 
would discard a backpack when you got home. She landed hard Ñ 
X and struck her head against the flat Č 
BVA oak top, stunning her. Then grasping 
her hips, he rolled her over onto her 
belly, with her hip hanging over the 
edge of the table to allow easy access 
from behind. Grasping her ass cheeks With 
his left hand and spreading them with his 
fingers, Derick was rewarded with an 
eminent view of her anus. Then, stepping 
— up behind her, he grasped his 
nes l hard dink in his right fist and 
i ' guided the tip of it's knob 
upward along the length of the 
crack of Jules bum until it 
dropped into the indentation of 
her asshole. The leaning forward, 
with all of his weight, he forced 
her arsehole to stretch just 
enough for Jules anus managed 
to swallow the whole knob of his 
massive dick. Once he managed 
= : to get that much of his prick 
inside her poop-chute he leaned in with all of his weight and shoved 
the entire length of his thick hard erection entirely up her ass, filling 
her bowels until they near ripped open under the strain. Jules 
immediately regained consciousness with a shriek of agony that 
quickly turned into a deep grunt as Derick withdrew the length of his 
his cock until only the head of his massive penis was withing her 
rectal passage and 
repeatedly rammed the his dink back up into her bowels, 
over and over again. His left hand pinned her shoulders 
down onto the table so that she could not manage to 
from the ruthless beating he was giving her insides. Each 
time he slammed his hard dong into her bowels, she 
grew weaker and her strength to resist, gradually was 
pounded out of her. Each thrust drew her closer and 
closer to utter exhaustion until, finally, she was so weak 
that she had no energy left within her muscles to squirm. 
At last he felt her anal muscles relax and Jules rolled her 
eyes into the back of her sockets as her entire body went 
limp from utter exhaustion. “There!”, muttered Derick. 
“That wasn't so bad, was it? Actually I rather enjoyed it. 


TOA O O 


Didn't you...? Well, I suppose that doesn't really matter, does it? I doubt that you can manage a single 
thought, at this moment, can you? I wouldn't worry about it, anyway. You don't need to think anymore. 
Your just living meat now. All you have to do is fill out my belly. I'm sure that they'll find another 
Police Woman to take your place. In fact..., I'm rather hoping that they do! That way, I can take her as 
well.” 


The secret to delicious chicken is making sure to keep the tender parts moist... 


Now that Jules was in no condition to ] 
resist, any farther, Derick decided to 
butter her up. Literally butter her up, I 
mean... Rolling her over, onto her back 
he proceeded to spread her thighs and, 
scooping up some of a mixture of butter 
and chives, began to stuff the cool, 
gooey mixture into her various exposed 
ATN K orifices. Using only his bare fingers he 
ZAR EN proceeded to shove into her cunt and 
asshole. This sauce would serve to add extra flavor to her private parts. 
When enough of the buhery goop filler each orifice sufficiently he would use his penis to ram the 
i mixture up her intimate channels beyond the length that his fingers 
could reach. Once he had completer this process, he wiped the greasy 
stuffing off of his prick using her face 
and tits to clean the mess off his dink. 
l After all..., the sauce was perfectly 
\ edible and would serve to add flavor 
} to these portions of meat as well as 
lubricating her body thus reducing 
anon as her body squeezed down 
' the tight passage of his gullet. 


Jules was too utterly exhausted to put up any resistance to this. Even if she had 
any understanding of what Derick was going to do to her 
she was so bone tired from her struggles, during the rape, 
that she simply couldn't have raised a finger to resist any 
longer. Although she was completely devastated and 
humiliated by the sexual abuse sexual that she had been 


and agony that was she was about to suffer. Derick rolled 
her over onto her belly and grasped her by her ankles so that he could stuff her 
feet into his gaping maw. 


At first, Jules didn't realize what he was doing. But as Derick swallowed the heels of her feet and they 
were sucked into the tight confines of his gullet, she abruptly became aware that something new and 
deeply unsettling was happening to her. That was when she realized that Derick was attempting to eat 
her, alive! “NO! NO, No, no no, no...! This can't be happening! He couldn't possibly be going to...”, at 
that is when she grasped why the local police could never find any of the remains of all of his previous 
victims. HE HAD EATEN THEM! “But that's not possible! How could anyone... So many...” Now it 


made sense. The walk-in freezer. His victims had to be kept relatively fresh until he had time to cook 
them. But this didn't make any sense. Surely he didn't plan to swallow her raw, whole, ALIVE! He 
couldn't! There was no way that he could gulp her down in one piece. She was just too big for him to 
get his mouth around. 


And yet..., even as she grappled with the impossibility of what was happening to R: 
her, he was proceeding to shove her shins and thighs fully into his mouth and 
down his throat one mouthful at a time. “STOP THIS! For GOD's SAKE, STOP 
IT! LET ME GO! You can't do this to me! I'm not food! I'm a HUMAN 
BEING!” Even as these thoughts surged through her mind, Jules began to 
witness how easily he did do this with such practiced ease. How many women 
had he already eaten? Now another, even more terrifying thought crossed her 
mind. She suddenly realized where this whole nightmare was going to end. If he | 
didn't kill her as this meal continued then she was going to end up trapped 
within his stomach..., ALIVE. “MY GOD!!! I've got to get free of this man f 
before he...”, She couldn't even bring her self to contemplate what would be the 
end result, if she didn't. Her options were limited. He was clearly insane and 
wasn't about cease this madness, as the countless other missing women could N 
could testify to. Her surveillance team had failed her and even if they were doing their best to find her 
now, she had lost her radio and tracker in the park and they had no clues to follow her here. Finally she 
was absolutely spent and all of her training in self-defence was useless in her current state. Her only 
hope now lay in a miracle and, sadly, that just wasn't going to be in the books. She no longer had any 
use for the feelings of humiliation or shame. Now all of her conscious thoughts centered on stark terror. 
“Please! Just kill me! Don't swallow me whole and alive. Don't make me suffer that...” 


Jules dangled, upside down, from his mouth, her back resting 
against his huge, pot belly and head hanging over his cock. Her 
arms and hands swayed, loosely, back and forth, below his knees, 
occasionally giving a halfhearted jerk in a desperate effort to punch 
at something or find anything to grab onto in order to stop her 
gradual progress of being dragged into his mouth. His lips wrapped 
around her upper thighs. Grasping her meaty buttocks in his vice- 
like fists, he squeezed her arse cheeks together as his tongue 
slithered down the crack of her bum, over her clenching asshole and rolled across the soft mat of blond, 
pubic hair that barely covered her cunt. She pissed herself, in a moment of absolute terror, but Derick 
was not put off by this. Almost everyone he ate pissed themselves while they were being eaten. It 
wasn't anything personal. They were just so scared that they couldn't maintain their bodily functions. 
More to his satisfying was the taste of her sweat as she quivered in horror. 


With a powerful swallow he sucked her whole rump into his ever 2 
expanding maw. Her thighs squeezed into the cramped confines of his «i 
gullet, while his tongue slithered around her side and slathered up \ 
Jules belly with saliva to moisten and lubricate her tummy. His drool 
dribbled down, beneath her tits and throat, dripping from her chin 
onto her face. Jules might have felt ashamed of this disgusting act but 
she simply didn't have time to ponder this disgusting man's 
depravities. Derick's progress at swallowing her, so quickly, now 
demanded all of her attention. Even as she was just grasping the 
consequences of his last swallow, Derick's gullet tightened around her 


beefy thighs. He 
wrapped his fingers 
around her sides, 
just below beneath 
her tits and gulped 
her lower chest into 
his mouth. There 
1 was no time to 

Sia] grasp the 
>| consequences of 
this, however, as he 
gave another hearty f 

5| gulp and, using his 
= | fingers to wad her 
tit's into his maw, 
her gobbled up her 
upper chest and 
substantial sized cleavage. Jules winced and let out a deep grunt as she felt the hard, sharp edges of his 
teeth scrape over the nipples of her breasts. Now they pressed down, painfully, against the soft meat of 
her armpits. 


By this stage in the meal Jules horror was now being over run by a new feeling. Agony. Between the 
horrible ache of her large hips gripped in the extremely tight passage of his gullet and the pressure 
being applied to around her lower abdomen, forcing most of her breath to be forced out of her lungs all 
that she could think about, now, was pain and a desperate need to take air into her lungs. Despite her 
exhausted condition, her arms flopped about in an almost comically useless fashion, as she desperately 
tried to find something to hold onto. Unfortunately, in this awkward position, 
there was absolutely nothing to grab onto. Then the pain, around her belly and 
ass grew substantially as Derick's gullet tightened around her ass and waist, 
and Jules new, immediately that he was about to... “Ug-GULP*”. A huge palm 
grasped the back of her head and shoved it in-between his lips as Jules' tear 
horrified face vanished into his mouth. His tongue slithered its wet, rough 
carpet of taste-buds over her mouth, nose and eyes and she was encased in a 

æa pinkish darkness that was only lit by the pale light 
that passed through the semi-translucent surface of 
the inner walls of his cheeks. There was little time to 
process these events, however, as another quick 
swallow sucked her head into the back of his throat, 
as her arms were slurped between his lips, leaving 
only her wrists and hands to wriggle about in a 
pointless manor. Another, “gulp*”, sucked them in to 
Derick's mouth and forced Jules head deeper down 
into his gullet. 


By now, Jules legs and arse had squeezed through the elastic-like passage that 
was the entrance to Derick's stomach and Jules was experiencing her first taste 
of a new, painful torment. The stomach walls clenched around her rear and 
excreted powerful, acidic digestive en-zines meant to break-down her flesh 
into processable protean that Derick's stomach could absorb. The fluid got 


forced up Jules anus and vagina filling her uterus, vagina and bowels with digestive juices that 
proceeded to digest her from the insides as well as her outer flesh. Now her bowels were on fire, from 
having been fucked raw, up the ass, while also being seared by the burning fluids of the digestive en- 
zines. These en-zines, however, were not strong enough to digest a full grown woman by themselves. 


Making The Big Entrance... 


Another quick, gulp pushed Jules head deeper down the gullet, 
cramming her compressed cleavage through the tight entrance to 
the stomach, as well. Her wrists and hands were slurrrrped in 
between lips and, bumping over Derick's his sharp teeth, they 
slithered over the pebbled carper of her undulating tongue and 
over the smooth, slippery surface of it's back side down into the 
throat. Act one of the meal was nearly finished. By this point She 
was not only too weak to defend herself but she was now fully 
encased in a tight, cocoon-like chamber which gave her no room 
to put up resist in any resistance, save for a little token squirming. 


The next powerful swallow finished off any hopes of escape, from this nightmare, as Jules head and 
shoulders where sucked down the esophagus into Derick's digestive chamber, quickly followed by her 
arms and wrists. The elastic-like entrance into the stomach closed, behind the clenching fists, 
effectively sealing off any hope of escaping this pitch black chamber via the passage leading back up 
through the gullet. She was staying right where she was until the stomach finished doing what it needed 
to do with her. 


Besides the burning sensation of the digestive juices, doing 
their work, the belly chamber was cramped. Though more 
=, accommodating then the gullet, it was an extremely 

” confined space for poor Jules. There was absolutely no light 
within what seemed like a hot, wet sack. In the pitch 
blackness, this confinement was not like any prison cell that 
you could imagine. The chamber had soft, padded walls but 
this, small comfort was more than cruelly made up for by 
the fact that it was oblong and did not offer Jules the room 
to stretch her body out lengthwise. Thus she was forced into 
a cramped, fetal posture with 
her back arched into a 
painful curve and her head 
forced between her thighs and her face practically shoved up against her 
cunt. Not only did this position cause her back to ache unbearably but, 
on several occasions during her confinement here, she pissed on her 
own face while in terror or agony. This indignity, however, hardly 
concerned herself as her only thoughts, from here on in, were laser 
focused on her agony. 


The walls of the stomach Didn't simply confine her, either. In a semi-regular rhythm they closed in 
around her firmly pressing in on her from all sides. While the muscles of the stomach walls were not 
strong enough to crush her body, quickly, constant, repetitive clenches of the walls of the digestive 


chamber, would, gradually, soften up her bones over prolonged contractions eventually beating her 
frame and softening it up until it finally could crush Jules skeletal frame into pulped meat. This would 
allow the digestive en-zines to dissolve the pulped meat more quickly and efficiently. These two 
digestive processes would kill anyone trapped within Derick's digestive chamber. It was only a matter 
of time. Even if she had any strength to resist her uncompromising posture left her no room to struggle. 


Just Passing Through 


Unfortunately neither process was particularly PASY 
quick which meant that anyone trapped within EE 
Derick's belly was doomed to a slow, i 
merciless death. Of course children would 
died more quickly, due to their lessor mass 
and softer bones but, unfortunately for Jules, 
adults often took as much as four or five hours 
of endless suffering to finally be granted the 
mercy of death. Once in Derick's gut there 
was only one route of escape from the 
unbearable torture of being digested alive. 
That was to pass completely down the 
digestive track until, finally, reaching the end 
of the lower small intestines and the bowels. 
Then the victim would be granted freedom via 
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his asshole. By this time, however, it no Tn = Aug. C Ñ DP- 
longer mattered because the victim would Au d é 
have been reduced to fecal excrement. Well..., 
nobody said that this process was gonna be 
pretty! 


For Derick's part, however, The process wasn't all that unpleasant at all. You 
must remember that Derick had done this before. Many, many times before in 
fact. He didn't just start out eating full grown women right off the bat. First her 
began with babies, then toddlers and preteens and worked his way to teenagers 
and eventually adults and even extra large and pregnant women. By this point 
he was more than used to the difficulties of consuming young women whole 
and alive. His body and digestive track had built up muscles and elasticity that 
most of us would never have developed, naturally. His stomach's capacity had 
grown exponentially and the walls of his stomach had developed much more 
powerful muscular with repetitive practice. Likewise, the capacity of his bowels 
and the elasticity of his jaw and throat muscles had increased, along with a 
dramatic boost in overall body strength and agility. 


Gut Feelings 


Certainly, he noticed the burden of Jules bulk in his stomach, but it wasn't 
anything overly unpleasant for him. In fact, the heavy load in his gut felt 
rather satisfying to him. Once he had finished with her, naturally her became 
a unpleasant burden, in his bowels, but that only meant that is was time to go 
take a shit and relieve himself of her unwanted waste. By consuming his 
victims alive he got the added value of trapping his prey's soul within his 
belly. This meant that he could digest the life's essence of the women he ate 
and his own soul would absorb the raw energy of her processed soul. This 
had some rather unforeseen benefits for Derick. He had developed unique 
mental talents effective in clouding and manipulating the minds of the people, 
around him, making acquisition each subsequent victim much easier to do. 
Overall consuming people, alive, not only satisfied his craving for eating 
human flesh but rewarded him with many social perks. Even this house that her currently abides in had 
been gifted to him by one of his previous meals. How sweet a deal is that! The only down side of such 
eating habits was the decrease in agility and an overwhelming feel of exhaustion that came over him 
after a meal, such as this. His body had to dedicate all of its abundant strength toward processing the 
food in his stomach. A pleasant nap, however, would allow him to digest and absorb his most recent 
catch and, a toilet break would set everything right again. 


At this point, Jules was nearly completing her tour 
of his digestive track. This had certainly not been 
any holiday adventure for her. Squeezing her way 
down the pitch black, undulating, passage leading 
from Derick's digestive chamber to his bowels was 
certainly no amusement park ride. The agony was 
unbearable And she spent all most all of her 
journey praying for the mercy of a quick death. Oh 
how she regretted ever accepting this mission. To 
think that her whole goal was to get close enough 
to the suspect to learn more about him and how 
what he was doing and the means of his successful 
avoidance of leaving any evidence of his crimes 
behind. Yes, she learned all of this, and more. 
More, in fact, than she could ever have wished to 
known. Unfortunately, soon she would be in no 
condition to tell anyone how he had dispensed of 
all of those women. Indeed, she was simply going 
to join the long list of women whom he had 
murdered and disposed of and, just like those before her, they'd never find her remains or, if they did, 
they'd never surmise that her fecal waste was all that was left of her. There was little time to ponder 
these feelings of utter hopelessness as each contraction of Derick's colon gripped her in the powerful 
grip of his bowels, softening up her body's frame and the intense, burning, of his digestive chemicals 
slowly baked the protein from the meat of her flesh. She didn't give a damn about all of his previous 
victims. The only thing she desired now was to die and end this unbearable suffering. “PLEASE! Just 
make it STOP!”, she whimpered. 


E Sometime around 10:30pm Jules finally had her prayer come true. It happened 
N | so suddenly that she never even realized that it had occurred. One second she 
| was being pressed in upon, from all sides, by the walls of Derick's digestive 


h j track and then she suddenly saw twinkling lights in the blackness. These 


), shape during a powerful clench of his bowels. She didn't even hear the soft 
J) tearing sound of her skullcap ripping open, or the slurrrrrp. As her brains 


1 awoke, to the sensation of intense heat centered around his lower gut as Jules 

life essence finally exited her 
expired form, only to be consumed by his soul and its 
energy absorbed and distributed all around his body. At __ l 
first the feeling was extremely hot and slightly painful. \_ Sab 
This caused his belly to flush a bright pink which v4 
gradually faded as the blush spread throughout his body. 
“Aaaaahhhh, nice...”, he sighed as he realized that he 
had just eaten her soul. It was always like this. Every 
meal ended the same, satisfying way. It was deeply 
satisfying knowing that he had used up another human 
being utterly and completely. There was no sense of 
remorse. Just a feeling of intense satisfaction. Then he drifted back to sleep, completely forgetting 
about Jules all-together. After all, what was there to regret? For all intensive purposes She was no more. 
In fact she might as well never have existed for all that she had left behind, in this world. 


< 


Early the next morning, however, Jules got a small measure of revenge 
from her killer. Derick awoke with his straining bowels 
urgently demanding to be emptied, NOW! He muttered 
several gruff curses as he clamored out of bed and 
sprang out the back door to make his way across the 
ally to a neighbor's yard, where he squatted behind a 
utility shed and excreted a huge steaming dump of shit. É 
“Damn! Why did all these big girls have to poop out 
like a ton of bricks. That's when he realized that he had 
„ | left the house in such a hurry that he hadn't bothered to 
A grab a roll of ass wipe! With no other option he had to 
wipe the last vestiges of Jules' remains from the crack 
of his ass with his bare hands. “Stupid Bitch. This is 
your own fault! You got what you deserved! I'd like to see what your police friends think of you 
NOW!” 


